A LESSON IN PRAYER          183
The camel which he had bound,
But nowhere could he trace A sign of the steed which the prophet freed
And consigned to the heavenly grace.
"My father," he woke the sage,
"A sorrow hath come to pass. My camel is here, but thine, I fear,
Has wandered away, alas 1" The aged man arose,
And his eyes went roving far, Over the weary waste of dunes
To the waning morning star.
Of his camel there was no sign.
Then, folding his hands, he cried, "Out of the mouths of babes, 0 Lord,
Thy wisdom is justified. For presumption of foolish age
I pray that my sin may be shriven. With faith and prayer, let us never contemn
The hobble which God hath given."